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insurmountable obstacle was wriggled through. They got into
an icy pit from which escape was made by step-cutting, and the Him
light was failing when they stood on the top of an ice-cliff 12 feet
high and saw the penguins beneath them.
Wilson and Bowers slipped down the alpine rope, killed and
skinned three birds, secured six eggs, and Wilson rejoined Cherry-
Garrard by climbing on Bowers* back; but the cliff overhung and
Bowers had some difficulty in rejoining his companions. They
then set off in the failing light to retrace their way with their
treasures, and two eggs were broken in the scramble. A blizzard
began; and when they had gained the shelter of the hut, fine snow
blew in and soon covered everything.
The meagre amount of light next day, Friday, July 2ist, was
spent in packing the outside of the hut with snow. The wind had
fallen; but early on the 22nd it arose once more and soon reached
force 9-10, carrying away their only tent, pitched opposite the hut
door. Nothing could be done outside; Bowers was blown over
and refuge had to be taken in the sleeping-bags. The blizzard
made light of their labours in packing the walls and soon buried
them in drift within the hut. Their foture outlook, with no tent,
was critical. On Sunday the 23rd the blizzard blew with storm
force and the roof went; the rocks also fell from the walls but
did no damage. The men were buried under snow in thek bags
and for forty-eight hours had no food. Wilson and Bowers were
heard singing hymns. On the 24th the wind fell to force 3, and
when there was light enough they went out to look for the tent
which, mirabile dictu, was found a quarter of a mile away, scarcely
damaged.
The party set off for Cape Evans on the 25th, leaving a depot
at the hut. Their sleeping-bags were now in such a dreadful state
that it was positive agony to enter them; they had become masses
of frozen saturation, and as few hours as possible were spent in
them each night. The men's skin got sodden when the bags were
thawed by the heat of the body and thus became extremely liable
to frostbite. " The days march was bliss compared to the nights
rest, and both were awful." Wilson and Cherry-Gamrd were
conscious of having very little sleep during the return journey,
except on the march. They slept as they walked.1
It was a painful tramp back to Cape Evans, which was reached
1 ** The Worst Journey in the Wodd," I, 295, 298 ; <c Scott's Last Expedi-
tion," H, 68.